level, the Palitirtham tank flanks it on the west. A few
cocoanut, plantain and mango trees form the front view
and screen the interior from the road. Proceeding beyond
these, we notice a few old thatched cottages and a new
tiled structure at one end of a ftower garden skirted by
the babbling brook at the foot of the hill. What an'
imposing and inspiring background the hill forms for this
forest hermitage ! How gracefully does it slope down, in
condescension, as it were, to meet the Asram, to blend
and harmonise with its grove and tank, its thatch and
flowers, to present the beauteous face of nature. On that
face is writ large (what eyes free of earth-stain can
clearly discern) : Calm, Peace, Perpetual Bliss, stretching
where no eye can follow, into the very centre of the earth ;

Lofty Height, ever soaring upward, onward, and heaven-
ward pointing to (and bidding the awe-struck gazer's
heart to arise, aspire and be lost in) the infinite expanse
above. " What a lovely spot for quiet peaceful medita-
tion, and ecstatic absorption ! " a visitor remarks. Per-
haps ; but just now, at the Kartikai festival, the scene is
not quiet. A ceaseless stream of men, women and children
is pouring m from the road, and proceeding towards the
small southern cottage. What do these go to see ? Or,
in the words of Sankey :

"What means this eager, anxious throng,
Which moves with busy haste along,
These wondrous gatherings day by day,
What means this strange commotion pray ?
In accents hushed the throng reply,"
The Swami's nigh ; to his feet we fly.

On yonder platform, upon a tiger-skin, sits a medium-
sized Figure, past middle age, with fair though somewhat